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The Tree That Couldn't 
Grow Up 


There is something wrong in the 
picture on this page. Can you tell what it 
is? The picture shows me planting a tree 
when I was nine or ten years old. I am not 
sure where the tree had been growing, but 
I do remember that when I found it I 
thought it should be transplanted into a 
little area that I had recently cleared of 
weeds. My bedroom window was on the 
second floor directly above this spot, and I 
thought that when the tree grew tall, I 
could come down from the bedroom on 
its branches. 

Now, have you found what is wrong? 

Do you think it is the short trousers? 
No, being an English schoolboy, I wore 
short trousers until I was twelve. 

Is it that tossed hair? No, I had a cow- 
lick, and trying to keep my hair in place 
gave my mother all kinds of trouble. 

Is it that the little tree is being planted 
too close to the house? Right! 





2 / JUNIOR GUIDE 





That kind of tree should never be planted 
so close to a wall. It cannot grow into the 
beautiful tree it could become. 

I think I hear you saying, “A person who 
wants to grow trees should think more 
carefully about what the tree will be like 
when it is older, and plan ahead.” 

Good! The trees you plant will be so 
well planned that all will grow up right. 

But how about yourself? You are grow- 
ing up. Are you planning your life so 
well that you will become the person you 
want to be? 

Have you ever thought carefully about 
what kind of person you want to be? 

It’s an exciting thing to do. Lie in bed 
and dream of the future and of the great 
things you want to accomplish. Lay large 
plans. No one ever did anything worth 
while yet without dreaming about it first. 

What are you going to do? What are 
you going to be? Think of the people you 
admire—the kind of people you want to 
be like. 

Perhaps Abraham Lincoln is one of your 
heroes. (He’s one of mine.) What is it 
you admire about him? Everyone called him 
“Honest Abe”; and they liked him for his 
sense of humor, his friendly understanding, 
his sympathy. There is Edison, the great 
inventor, who went on and on and never 
gave up till he got what he was after. 
Maybe Luther is on your list—he stood so 
courageously for right. 

And, of course, Jesus is one of your 
heroes, so kind and helpful and strong. 

You want to be like these men. 

They did not just happen to be great. 
They were growing into greatness while 
they were young. 

What did they do when they were your 
age? Are the things you are doing going to 
make you like them? 

For lack of planning, my tree has, no 
doubt, been cut down long ago and de- 
stroyed. Your lives are just getting started. 
Wonderful possibilities lie before you! 
Your greatest plans can come true, your 
most exciting dreams can be realized. 

Plan ahead. And, by God’s grace, you 
will be the man or woman you want to be. 


Your friend, 


Roarenee race 


























Donny Tests the Prophets 


By JEANNE RIEDERER LARSON 


MoM look what it says here in the paper,” 
Donny exclaimed one morning. “There's 
going to be a contest, and whoever writes 
the best letter on the right way to dress will 
receive a whole new wardrobe from the big 
stores in town.” 

“Why don’t you enter?” mother asked, 
looking up from her sewing. 

“Oh, Mom, I’m no writer. I couldn’t win. 
I've never won a thing in my life. I wouldn’t 
even know how to start.” 

“How do you know, Donny, when you 
haven't tried?” mother said. “What are the 
rules?” 

“Oh, there aren’t any rules,’ answered 
Donny. “That’s all you have to do—just write 
that letter. There will be four prizes—one to 
a girl and one to a boy, age 9 to 11; and one 
to a girl and one to a boy, age 12 to 14.” 

“You should try, Donny. If anyone should 


know what the proper standard is for dress, 
we Christians are the ones.” 

“But, Mom, I’m not clever or good at that 
sort of thing!” Donny almost wished he 
hadn’t mentioned the contest. Mothers were 
funny. They thought you could do almost 
everything, and Donny knew he could never 
write a letter for a contest about clothes. If 
it were horses—that would be different. But 
clothes! 

“You could have some divine help, 
Donny,” mother was saying. “Why don’t you 
take the Spirit of Prophecy books and look 
up in the Index what the Lord tells us about 
clothes and dress. It will give you some ideas 
that you can think about and then express 
in your own words.” 

“That’s a good idea,” Donny admitted. “I 
don’t have too much to do during summer 
vacation anyway.” To page 19 


“We won! We won! We won!” Donny shouted, quite forgetting he was in the library! 
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Are TEACHERS Human? 


By KAY HEISTAND 


yee some girls—are often inclined 
to poke fun at their teachers and look 
upon them as alien beings who are unable to 
understand or sympathize with young peo- 
ple and their problems. 

I was like the rest of my classmates. Even 
if I did like a teacher, I pretended I didn’t, 
so I wouldn’t stand out as “different.” It was 
considered just as much of a disgrace to be 
different thirty years ago as it is now! 

The winter I was a freshman in high 
school I came down sick with tonsillitis and 
the flu and was out of school for six weeks. 

When I went back to school I was still 
weak and shaky. I thought the teachers extra 
strict and unsympathetic. I didn’t realize they 
had hundreds of students and couldn’t feel 
too much concern or sympathy for one girl. 
Fortunately, I wasn’t too far behind in most 
of my studies, for mother had helped me to 
keep up in most of them. 

However, in home economics the plan was 
to take six weeks of sewing, then six weeks 
of cooking—under different teachers. When 
I started back to school I reported to Miss 
Cahill, the sewing teacher. I had missed a full 
six weeks of cooking. 

Miss Cahill looked surprised when she saw 
me standing by her desk. She was tall and 
thin, with a rather forbidding look. She 
didn’t smile much, and I was frightened of 
her. Now her long, thinnish face broke into 
a smile that changed her completely as she 
said, “Oh, Kathy, you’re back! I heard from 
Miss Barnard that you’ve been absent for 
almost six weeks.” 

“Yes, I have,” I said slowly. 

Miss Cahill started to speak, then hesitated. 
She seemed worried and ill at ease. She 


sighed and said, “I’m afraid there’s not much 
use in your taking the next six weeks of sew- 
ing with me. Since you've missed an entire 
term in cooking, there's a very great possibil- 
ity that you'll be unable to pass in home 
economics this year.” 

I hardly knew what to answer as I stood 
staring at her. I finally murmured, “I think 
my mother would want me to go on with 
the sewing class anyway. I’ve made up all my 
other classes, and maybe I can make an ar- 
rangement to do something about the cook- 
ing. 

Miss Cahill took off her glasses and tapped 
on her desk firmly, shaking her head. “Kathy, 
I’ve never heard of anyone making up cook- 
ing classes, but it certainly won’t do any 
harm to talk to Miss Barnard about it. I ap- 
preciate your desire to try to do it, and you 
can report to my classes.” 

When I told mother what Miss Cahill had 
said about my probably failing in home eco- 
nomics she was as unhappy as I. But she also 
suggested that I go and talk to Miss Barnard. 

I was very discouraged when I went to 
school the next day. I went earlier than usual 
so I could see Miss Barnard before classes 
began. I didn’t really think there was much 
use in seeing her though. After all, one can 
catch up on history and algebra assignments, 
but they come out of books. What can one do 
about making up cooking lessons? Just read a 
cookbook? Not much chance of that! 

“Kathy, I've missed you,” Miss Barnard 
said as I entered her room. Her smile made 
me think she really had. 

“I’ve missed you too, Miss Barnard,” I said 
sincerely, as I sat down in the chair she 
indicated. 
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“You had such an ordeal,” she said sympa- 
thetically. “Are you feeling all right now?” 

“Much better, thank you. But, Miss Barn- 
ard, Miss Cahill thinks I'll surely fail——” 
1 stopped, and to my horror my eyes filled 
with tears. Since my illness I cried so easily. 

Miss Barnard looked down at some papers 
on her desk and moved them about busily, 
ignoring my tears. 

“Kathy, I've been thinking about your 
situation. I hated not having a grade to put 
on your report card for the past six weeks. 
You enjoyed cooking so much the first six 
weeks you took it, and you did very well at 
it too. I think you have a natural aptitude for 
cooking!” Her words sent a warm glow 
through me and eased my unhappiness. 

“I have a plan, Kathy. I discussed the pos- 
sibility first with Mr. Sterling, our principal, 
and he has agreed to our trying it—if you 
and your parents are agreeable.” At these sur- 
prising words Miss Barnard sat back in her 
chair and beamed. 

I waited, puzzled. I couldn’t imagine what 
Miss Barnard had in mind, but I was sure it 
must be something pleasant, from the 
twinkle in her eyes. 


“When school is out in May I can hold up 
giving you a final grade until next Septem- 
ber, before classes start. What I propose, 
Kathy, is for you to come to my home several 
times a week during the summer vacation 
and take your cooking lessons and make up 
your missing assignments. You could do 
some of the baking and cooking at your 
home and bring me samples on other days. 
I think we could work out a satisfactory ar- 
rangement, don’t you? What do you think of 
the idea?” 

I stared at her. What did I think? Why, I 
thought it was absolutely the most wonderful 
thing that had ever happened! “Why, why, 
Miss Barnard, what should I say but Yes!” I 
cried. “It’s you who are going to all the 
trouble and inconvenience.” 

“That's all right, Kathy,’ my cooking 
teacher said softly. “There are compensations 
in teaching. Sometimes one gives a little 
above and beyond the call of duty to one’s 
job, but it usually pays off when one has a 
certain kind of student.” 

I flushed again. I didn’t know whether she 
meant me by “a certain kind of student,” but 

To page 9 
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Miss Barnard’s plan was the most wonderful thing that had ever happened to me! 
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Chapter Six: Witch Doctor Blockade 


GARDENER for GOD 


By ANOBEL ARMOUR 


If you missed the last chapter: 


Robert Moffat and Mr. Ebner arrived outside Afri- 
kaner’s kraal in the dark of the night. In the morning, 
Afrikaner invited them in, but was very cool to both 
of them. Soon Mr. Ebner left, leaving Robert by 
himself. After a few days, Afrikaner told the village 
women to build a hut for Robert, and in the night 
they tied cows to the doorposts as gifts. Robert started 
a school, and Afrikaner attended it. Rain was scarce, 
so Robert went out to look for a better place for the 
village. He found that Bechuanaland, in the north, 
was much better, but before he could move the people 
up there he would have to get permission from _ the 
London Missionary Society. He went down to Cape 
Town to talk to the mission representatives. Afrikaner 
went with him, even though there was a price on his 
head. While in Cape Town, Robert got permission 
for the move—and also received a letter saying Mary 
was coming. 


For once, since his dream of Africa had 
first begun, Robert didn’t mind being de- 
layed. This time he was being held back by 
tribal wars in the country he would have to 
cross moving the villagers in Afrikaner’s 
kraal to Bechuanaland. Men who understood 
the dangers advised him to wait. It was better 
to be delayed than to die on the way, they 
told him, and that could very well happen if 
he was caught between two warring tribes. 

“I don’t mind, really,” Robert told Afri- 
kaner. “There is so much to do here. Your 
people are not ready to make the long move. 
And I do not want to go without you, my 
friend.” 

Afrikaner smiled shyly—and slyly. “You 
do not want to leave this place without Mary- 
lady either, huh?” 

Robert laughed merrily. “Well, I would 
rather meet her than to have strangers meet 
her and try to get her to me,” he confessed 
readily. Word had come that she had sailed 
in August. He went down to Cape Town to 
meet her, but he knew about wind and sails 
and the coast of Africa. It might be months 
before she arrived. And God’s work always 
came first. It was really the orders from the 
mission representative in Cape Town that 
were holding him where he was. 

The war raged on for months. Then it was 
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December, and Mary came. Just four days 
before his twenty-fourth birthday Robert 
stood with Mary in St. George’s church in 
Cape Town, and she became his wife at last. 

Mary's face was radiant. “This is the 
answer to all of our many prayers,” she said 
softly. “God has been good to let me come 
and help you sow the seeds of salvation, my 
gardener for God.” 

Robert smiled at her gently. He had not 
forgotten that long-ago evening when she 
had lifted him out of despair when the letter 
came from the London Missionary Society 
telling him he had been turned down. Now 
he walked with her through the streets of 
Cape Town. He saw how her face lighted at 
the sight of the people, just as his had done. 
“Africa will be Mary’s land, too,” he thought. 
If there had been the slightest doubt of that, 
it was now erased. 

The mission board was very eager for the 
Moffats to get into their new territory, and 
advised them to go as soon as possible. The 
tribal wars had slowed down. Perhaps they 
could get through. Robert talked it over with 
Afrikaner. He still didn’t want to go on with- 
out him. These were the people who had 
built his hut. He smiled. They had given him 
his cows. He loved them and they loved him. 

“Go on ahead,” Afrikaner said. “Travel 
lightly, and I will bring your belongings to 
you in Bechuanaland. Never fear. I will not 


to them.” 

In January, 1820, Mary and Robert starte 
their journey. But they were stopped in 
Griqua Town. It was the same old red tape 
and the waiting for permission. Again the 
months piled up. Robert went out among the 
people while he waited. He was shocked to 
see that though many claimed to be Chris- 
tians, they did not act like Christians. Mary 
didn’t dare to hang a garment out in the sun. 


fail you. Many people are still savages. “@ 





























Her laundry was promptly stolen. Even cook- 
ing pots, with the food still in them, dis- 
appeared. 

Nothing angered Robert. He only shook 
his head sadly. “These people of Africa are 
too new to Christianity to be left alone,” he 
mourned. “They should have a shepherd to 
watch over them.” He sighed deeply. “If only 
we could go on, so Afrikaner and his people 
could join us. Oh, I am eager to be about 
my work, Mary.” As he went about preaching 
and teaching, his sighs grew deeper. “If only 
there were more of us.” 

It was 1821 before they were allowed to 
leave Griqua Town. In the meantime little 
Mary was born. There was no one to tell the 
Moffats how many missionaries would follow 
them eventually. And no witch doctor, 
though they all claimed miraculous powers, 
told them that this tiny baby would grow up 
to be the wife of one of the greatest mission- 
aries of all time, David Livingstone. 

Robert Hamilton, a gentle Christian man, 
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“The Mantatees are coming!” Samuel reported to Mr. 
Moffat. “You and Mary must leave home at once!” 


taught faithfully in Bechuanaland. But 
Robert Moffat was surprised at the state of 
affairs. The natives were happy to learn how 
to garden. They liked to learn how to build 
things. They nodded in agreement at all the 
words of the Sermon on the Mount. Then 
they stole the very tools Robert was using 
to help them with. 

“They think Christianity is too easy,” Rob- 
ert decided. “Gentle Mr. Hamilton is so eager 
to help them that he doesn’t make them do 
their part.” He set up much stricter rules for 
conduct. But the rules didn’t have any more 
effect than Mr. Hamilton’s gentleness had. 

One day a young chief came to him. “You 
missionary man helped my young son get 
well so that he can grow up to be a strong 
chief, like his father. Now I will help mis- 
sionary man.” 

Mary looked at Robert. Robert looked at 
Mary. The prayers in their eyes must have 
been obvious even to the young chief. If only 
something or someone could help them. 
“Please do help us,” Robert urged. 

“People in this place think you are escaped 
criminals,” the chief explained. “Otherwise, 
why do you come and be so good to them? 
They think you teach them to make garden 
so you will have place to hide. They think 
you help them build houses no rain can come 
in so they will hide you when jailer come for 
you. 

Robert bit down his shock and anger. 
“And what do you think?” he asked slowly. 

“Me think same for a while,” he confessed. 
“Now not so sure.” They knew that he was 
remembering his little son who had been 
healed. 

“Criminals!” Robert sputtered after the 
chief was gone. “To think that they do not 
understand that we love them because we 
are all children of God. Jesus Christ was 
crucified for all of us.” 

Mary was equally astonished. “How could 
anyone think Robert Hamilton a criminal?” 
she demanded. “That gentle man knows 
nothing but kindness. As you say, he has the 
face of a saint.” 

Robert grinned for the first time in weeks. 
“And how about your own face?” he asked. 
“Is it the face of a criminal?” Then very sol- 
emnly he added, “How I wish Afrikaner 
would come on. His Christianity and the ac- 
tions of his people would act as a fine leaven 
among these half-heathen.” 

Almost as if he had heard him call, Afri- 
kaner arrived shortly. But his people were 
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never to follow him. For he became ill shortly 
after he arrived, and instead of living in 
Bechuanaland, he died there. “If I believed in 
witch doctors, I would think that they had 
come between us and our work again,” Rob- 
ert said sadly. But he took a few of the na- 
tives who were his friends and gave his dear 
friend a proper Christian burial. 

Rain was needed. The witch doctors 
poured out incantations. But the skies re- 
mained brassy, without a cloud in sight. 
“White man keeps rain away,” they stormed. 

“There was never any rain on the way,” 
Robert explained simply. “Look at that sky.” 
But instead of looking at the sky, the people 
of Bechuanaland looked at him. Their eyes 
burned with hate. 

The people were so unkind to one another, 
the Moffats could hardly expect them to be 
kind to them. Still they kept hoping that 
love would find a way. One day Mary walked 
outside the village as she did quite often. 
She found two little black children, crying 
and forlorn. She knew only too well why they 
were there. They were orphans, and no one 
had time for orphans. Let them die. They 
were better off dead. 

Mary clasped them to her heart. What if 
it was her little Mary out here? She took 
them back with her into the village and told 
the natives, “These are my children now.” 
She watched the surprise balloon over their 
faces. Could it be that a white woman would 
give a home to little African children? After 
that they spent more time watching her than 
they did watching the brassy skies. Any min- 
ute now, surely, she would set the children 
back outside to die. But she didn’t. 

Later Robert found an old man in a clear- 
ing. He, too, had been set out of the village to 
die. Of what use was an old man? Robert 
put him to work helping with the gardens. 

There was much talk about the Mantatees 
at this time. The old man knew a great deal 
about them. “They are of mixed blood,” he 
explained. “They kill and pillage. Over and 
over again, when I was small and when I was 
tall, I have gone running from this village 
just before the Mantatees came in. And over 
and over again, I have come back with the 
others to build again. Those who are dead 
cannot build again though,” he said. 

By that Robert knew that the Mantatees 
were killers. And each day he heard rumors 
that they were coming to Kuruman, this 
village where his station was. The whole ter- 
ritory of Bechuanaland was being raided. 
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“White man bring Mantatees to village,” 
the witch doctors chanted loudly. 

“This is a foolish thought,” Robert pro- 
tested. “This old man, whom I have named 
Samuel, says that they came many times in 
the days of his youth. We were not here 
then.” 

Then one day Robert sent Samuel on a 
long journey to a Dutch trading post to get 
more seeds. A day later he was back without 
any seeds. “The Mantatees are coming,” he 
said. “I have come back to warn you to leave 
your homes.” 

“How far away are they?” Robert asked. 

“Two hundred miles—three hundred 
miles,” Samuel told him. “But all the drums 
say they are coming and it won't be long be- 
fore they arrive.” 

Two or three hundred miles seemed a long 
way to Robert, who had spent months on 
such journeys. He urged the people to stay 
at home. Mary, with her three children, 
walked among them and pleaded with them 
not to drag their babies away. It was hard on 
children to be uprooted. Many times, she had 
heard, families were scattered on these wild 
treks. Many of them never found one another 
again. 

But at last stragglers began to come into 
Kuruman. They had fled their homes ahead 
of the invaders. Many of them had seen their 
own people killed before their eyes. 

“I will ride out and find how close they 
are,” Robert told Mary. “We must not scatter. 
Perhaps they are turning another way. A 
move must not be made until we know.” 

Saddling his horse, he mounted. Then he 
called the villagers together so that he could 
explain what he was going to do. Above the 
sound of his voice, and smothering his words, 
the wild witch doctors began their chant. For 
a minute Robert couldn’t make out their 
words. Even though he had learned so much 
Bechuana that he was now working on a 
translation of the New Testament for these 
people, it was not always easy to follow 
shouted words. But soon he understood. 

“White man brings the Mantatees, the 
he runs away. He calls you his people—but 
he leaves you in danger.” 

Robert could see that the people were 
stirred up. But he could not make himself 
heard. Yet he must go on. He looked at 
Mary. She stood gravely, holding little Mary 
by the hand. Her two little black children 
clung to her skirt. Her eyes promised him 
that they would be all right. 























Andy’s Magic | 


BREAKING AN EGG GRACEFULLY 


HOLDING EGG AS SHOWN 
BELOW WITH QUICK DOWNWARD 
MOTION HIT EGG ON’ X" 
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HOLDING EGG WITH THUMB 
AND THIRD FINGER RAISE 
OTHER END 
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As he rode away, he heard the shouting be- 
hind him. “White man runs,” the witch doc- 
tors screeched. “White man runs away!” 

(To be continued) 


Are Teachers Human? 
From page 5 


I felt I didn’t deserve such kindness from her. 

When I told mother about Miss Barnard’s 
offer she could hardly believe it. “But, Kathy, 
are you sure she wants a young girl under- 
foot in her kitchen during summer vacation? 
Impossible!” 

Daddy could hardly believe it either, so he 
and mother went over to Miss Barnard’s 
home one night to see her and talk the situa- 
tion over. Evidently she convinced them she 
was willing, for it was decided that I would 
make up my cooking classes as she had sug- 
gested. 


Miss Barnard’s generous offer made such 
an impression on me that I plunged whole- 
heartedly into all my classes and worked 
harder than I had ever done before in all my 
life. After all, if one teacher was interested 
enough in me to do all she was going to do, 
I ought to at least try with all my might! My 
previous ideas about teachers were certainly 
being revised! Even Miss Cahill seemed 
nicer, nowadays—much nicer—or could it 
be that I was getting to know her better? Of 
course, the fact that I was working harder 
at my sewing lessons than I'd ever done be- 
fore might have made a difference, too! 

After school was out I started reporting 
to Miss Barnard three times a week. We fol- 
lowed the textbook carefully, but she also 
taught me a great deal more that you'll not 
find in any schoolbook. 

Miss Barnard lived in a small, comfortable 
apartment. It was gleaming clean, everything 
was spic and span, and it was a pleasure to 
work there. It became an ambition of mine 
to have a kitchen just like hers someday, 


To page 19 
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WHAT! NO 


SPELLING? 


By BOBBIE JANE VAN DOLSON 


—* you just Jove spelling? Oh, now, 
please! Wait a minute and don’t throw 
a book at me! I was just trying to make 
conversation, really 1 was! I know it can be 
an awful chore trying to remember just when 
z comes after e and whether a double ¢ is 
needed or if a single one will do. And I 
know at least one junior who sometimes 
feels he'd just as soon the alphabet had 
never been invented. 

Well, for all of you who take a dim view 
of spelling, I have this to say: you were born 
in the wrong place. There is a part of the 
world where millions of boys and girls have 
grown up and never bothered with spelling 
words at all. 

And don’t you think for one minute that 
those boys and girls grew up ignorant and 
uneducated. Absolutely not! They can read 
and write as well as you, but they never spell 
a word, because they draw pictures. 

You see, it’s this way. When God made 
the Oriental people, He gave them very 
clever fingers. Perhaps you have a Chinese 
or Japanese friend, and if so, you may have 
noticed how well he does in art, or in any- 
thing else in which he uses his hands. These 
good people are usually blessed with what 
we call artistic talent. So, it was only natural 
that when the Chinese scholars first began to 
think about a written language for their 
great country, they drew pictures. All this 
happened many centuries ago, long, long be- 
fore “Columbus sailed the ocean blue” to 
discover America, and even before Jesus 
came as a tiny baby in Bethlehem. 

Now you're beginning to look interested! 
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Just imagine—how would it be if every 
time you wrote a lesson it would be an art 
class? What fun! But I have to be honest 
with you. It’s not as easy as it sounds. For 
instead of learning twenty-six simple letters, 
Chinese and Japanese boys and girls must 
learn to draw hundreds, even thousands of 
pictures. Nowadays the Japanese say that if 
you know eighteen hundred Chinese char- 
acters you can read the newspaper, but an ed- 
ucated person knows many more than that, 
perhaps even as many as ten thousand of 
them. I have asked many Japanese just how 
many characters they can draw, but they 
always shake their heads and say, “Saaa I 
wonder how many I do know!” 

Just to show you what fun these pictures 
are, let’s play a little guessing game with a 


few of them. Look at this: WW 


Now, when I used to show this one to 
boys and girls in America, someone would 
always call out, “A box!” So before you make 
the same mistake I'll give you a hint or two. 
First, it is something found on your face, 
and second, long ago it was drawn like 


this: OC) the scholars found that it * 


was better to square off their pictures as 
much as possible. Why, it’s mouth, of course. 
Here’s one that is also found on your 


face: E) 


It's easy if you think of it as being turned 












































the other way and rounded off. Yes, it’s eye. 
Here’s a picture that you won't have any 


trouble guessing: x. 


Can you see that strong trunk and the low, 
sweeping branches? It’s tree, and when the 
Chinese or Japanese people want to write 
the word woods, they put two trees together, 


like this: th 


When they write forest, which is bigger 
than a woods, they draw three trees, like 


this: 
Here’s one for the boys: 


It may seem a little hard, so I won't keep 
you guessing long. It’s wagon. Can you see 
the axle and the body? All it needs is wheels. 

Here’s one that might make the girls 


laugh: %& 


You see, first I drew a big mouth and 
then put two legs on it. My Japanese teacher, 
when he was explaining it to me, said, “Now, 
what is a big mouth with two legs attached? 
Why, a big brother, of course!” 

Boys, please remember that that isn’t my 
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idea, or my teacher's. That was the idea of 
the Chinese scholars who lived hundreds of 
years ago, and I’m sure big brothers have 


changed since then. 
What about this? 4 


Notice that big floppy hat and the wide 
skirt. It’s woman. 


Now, one more easy one: Yd 


Those of you who live on farms probably 
recognized this one right away. It’s field. 
See how neatly it’s “fenced off” into four 
even sections? 

By now you get the idea. “But,” you say, 
“it’s all well and good to draw pictures of 
things. How about a picture of a word that 
isn't a thing? Well, that really sounds diffi- 
cult, but the Chinese with their clever fingers 


did it. Look at cis: 


I drew.a mouth and then put a tree in it. 
It means trouble, and my Japanese teacher 
said to me, “Can you think of anything that 
would give you more trouble than a tree 
growing in your mouth?” I couldn't, and 
it’s always been easy for me to remember 
how to write it. 

Let's look at the word for safety, or 


safe: ae. 


There’s a roof with a little chimney, and 
beneath it, a woman. Can you think of 
anything safer than a woman, all snug and 
cozy in a warm little house? 

One of the most interesting of all the pic- 
ture words is big boat. You probably know 
that China and Japan are not Christian 
countries, but when the Chinese first drew a 
picture word for big boat, this is how it 


5 \ 
appeared: \? 


On the left is the character for an ordinary 
boat. It really looks like a smokestack, 
doesn’t it? In the upper right are two 


lines y] “\ that mean the number eight. 
To page 16 
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See note on page 16 


Thomas Jefferson, De 


3. The Declaration was sent to King 
George III in England, so he would know 
how the Americans felt about certain restric- 
tions. In September, Thomas Jefferson went 
home to Monticello in the hills of Virginia. 


4. Guided by the Bible, he was helping to 
lead America to freedom. When he got home, 
his rich neighbor, Mr. Tom Courtney, came 
over and invited him to a party. “Thanks,” 
said Jefferson, “but I can’t be there.” 
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1. June, 1776. A young man is writing 
slowly, choosing his words with care. Beside 
him, on the table, lies a Bible. He could be 
hanged for what he is writing, for it is the 
American Declaration of Independence. 
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2. The young man, Thomas Jefferson, read 
what he had written to the Continental Con- 
gress. He told the delegates. “The Bible is 
the cornerstone of our liberty.” They voted 
for the Declaration unanimously. 


Almost everyone knows that Thomas Jefferson wrote the Declaration of 
Independence. But how many know what made him such a good leader in the 
cause of freedom? This story from the American Bible Society will tell you. 


Designer of Freedom 





5. Tom Courtney was surprised. “I’ve been 
reading my Bible,” Jefferson told him. “It 
tells me we aren’t doing things right in Vir- 
ginia. Our schools, our prisons, our laws are 
bad. We've got work to do.” 





6. Soon Jefferson left Monticello and went 
to the State legislature. There he made 
speech after speech until laws were changed, 
church and state were separated, schools 
were established, and slaves were set free. 













7. On the fourth of March, 1801, he placed 
his hand on the Bible and swore to be a 
faithful President for the United States. He 
was the first President to occupy the White 
House. He went on reading the Bible. 


8. He worked fifteen hours a day, there was 
so much to do. There was a war with the 
Barbary States and the Louisiana Purchase to 
worry about. And he authorized the Lewis 
and Clark expedition among other things. 





9. But late at night, after the last visitor 10. Near dawn one day a servant found out 
had left, Thomas Jefferson carried on another about it. He had brought Jefferson some 
task—one that was close to his heart, though paste and scissors and was about to leave 
he had told very few people about it. It had when the President asked him to sit down 
to do with the Bible. and stay awhile. The servant was afraid. 
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11. But Jefferson told him not to be nerv- 12. “I want to make the Bible easier to un- 
ous. “Do you read the Bible?” he asked. derstand. I am cutting out the words Jesus 
“Sometimes,” said the servant. “But I don’t spoke, then I’m pasting them onto blank 
‘zackly understand all of it.” “That is why I pages in the right order. I hope the finished 
am working tonight,” Jefferson said. book will help folks to know God better.” 





13. Jefferson spent fifteen years 
on the project. When it was fin- 
ished, it was called The Jefferson 
Bible. When the Jefferson Memorial 
was built a few years ago, a copy of 
the book was put in the cornerstone. 


14. On this simple monument are 

written the three things Jefferson 

@: proudest of—he wrote the Dec- 

laration of Independence and Vir- 

ginia’s Statute of Religious Freedom 

and was Father of the University of 
Virginia. 


NY” 
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What! No Spelling? 
From page 11 


In the lower right is mouth. So, for big boat 
we have eight mouths, which represent eight 
people, on a boat! Can you imagine where 
the scholars of China got that idea when 
they began their picture alphabet hundreds 
and hundreds of years ago? 





JESUS PROMISED ME 
By RUTH WILSON KELSEY 


Jesus promised He will be 
Every day so near 

That when | talk to Him in prayer 
He will always hear. 

He will answer my request 
In the way that He 

Knows is for the very best— 
Jesus promised me. 


Jesus will return some day. 
Every eye shall see 

His bright coming in the clouds— 
He has promised me. 

He will take me home with Him 
Where there'll never be 

Anything to spoil the day— 
Jesus promised me. 





Whenever we tell the story of the Flood 
to a group of non-Christian people, we point 
out this interesting character, and the peo- 
ple find it very easy to believe the Bible 
story. They realize that this picture was first 
drawn many centuries ago by scholars who 
knew what they were drawing. 

Don’t you think Chinese writing is fun? 
Of course, the characters I've shown you 
are some of the easier ones. There are a 
few that have as many as twenty-two strokes, 
and each stroke must be made in the proper 
order. No wonder Oriental children start to 
school when they are five years old and go 
six days a week! 

Many Americans, when they first come 
to the Orient and see all these strange pic- 
tures on the sign posts and in the newspapers 
and everywhere else, get discouraged right 
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away. “Oh, I could never learn those,” they 
say, and make up their minds not even to 
try. Whenever I hear that kind of talk I 
think of my favorite teacher, Dr. Andrew 
Nelson. When he came to the Orient, many 
years ago, he fell in love with the language. 
He said to himself, “I’m going to master 
this difficult language!” And he did. He 
actually knows more about the thousands of 
Chinese characters than the Oriental people 
themselves. Whenever he comes to visit us 
we all go over to the cemetery (they are 
very pleasant places in Japan) and Dr. Nel- 
son reads the names on all the old stones and 
explains them to us. 


The Chinese have their own pronuncia- 
tion for their pictures, and when the Japa- 
nese borrowed them long ago, they pro- 
nounced them differently, although the mean- 
ing never changes, only the way of saying 
the word. So, although a Chinese and a Japa- 
nese cannot talk to each other, they can 
understand each other’s writing. 


There are several wonderful stories of 
people becoming Christians through Bible 
studies that were entirely written in char- 
acters. The teacher and student couldn’t un- 
derstand each other when they talked, but 
they both understood Chinese characters. 

Well, this has been just a little glimpse 
into what millions of dark-haired, almond- 
eyed boys and girls are learning. I hope I 
haven't taken too much of your time. You'd 
better get back to your familiar twenty-six 
letters and try to remember what to do with 
the e on the end of a word when you add 
ing. And what about occur when you add ed? 

Happy spelling to you! 





TEACHERS! SHOW THIS FILMSTRIP! 


The pictures of Thomas Jefferson in this issue 
are taken from the beautiful filmstrip, ““We Hold 
These Truths,” produced by the American Bible So- 
ciety. 


ing. It shows that this great defender of American 
freedom got his ideas from the Bible. 


We recommend that the picture be shown in Sab- 
bath school and in MV and JMV programs, also at 
Pathfinder meetings. It lasts about fifteen minutes. It 
comes with a long-playing record and is part of a 
four-film set, “The Bible and the Presidents.” Order 
from the American Bible Society, 440 Fourth Avenue, 
New York 16, New York. 


The filmstrip is very well made and most interest @ 4 
A 




















The Junior Missionary Volunteer Pledge says, "I Will Be Kind.” 


Why Margaret Wasn't Lonely 


By OPAL E. MILLS 


ARGARET was new in town, so when 

Sabbath came she found herself in a 
strange church. She longed for the friends 
she had left behind, she was so lonely in this 
place. In the junior room the seats were be- 
ginning to fill up, but no one noticed her. 
She was just wishing she had never come, 
when three girls came in together and 
glanced in her direction. They were Path- 
finder girls who had pledged themselves to 
be kind, and thoughtful of others. Soon they 
were introducing themselves to Margaret, 
and all three sat down on the bench beside 
her. Margaret no longer felt strange and 


alone, for she had friends. What a difference 
a little kindness makes! 

One of the best ways to enjoy life is to 
see that others enjoy it too. A little girl 
who has many toys to play with never really 
enjoys them unless she has a friend to share 
them with. So, if we would be happy, we 
must be kind and thoughtful. Not only must 
we be kind to our playmates but also to our 
parents. Do you think you are kind to your 
parents? I hope you are. 

Suppose mother asks you to come and 
dry the dishes. Do you come quickly and 
do them with a smile? Or do you say, “Oh 


“Come and sit with us,” the three girls said. 


ALAN FORQUER, ARTIST 








PEN PALS 


Douglas Fattic, age 13. 806 S. Third, Niles, Michi- 
gan, U.S.A. Coins, sports, model airplanes. 

Dennis Bisseger, age 11. 1022 Huntly Road, 
Niles, Michigan, U.S.A. Sports, stamps, model air- 
planes, crafts. 

Craig Robbins, age 11. 2446 White Street, Niles, 
Michigan, U.S.A. Coins, sports, stamps, crafts. 

Gary Robbins, age 14. 2446 White Street, Niles, 
Michigan, U.S.A. Coins, sports, stamps. 

Stephen Cooper, age 12. 1160 Lambert Street, 
Niles, Michigan, U.S.A. Sports, crafts. 

Roger Bisseger, age 10. 1022 Huntly Road, Niles, 
Michigan, U.S.A. Crafts, rocks. 

Wayne Stiles, age 13. Huckleberry Road, Berrien 
Springs, Michigan, U.S.A. Sports, hiking, pets. 

Donald Stiles, age 11. Huckleberry Road, Berrien 
Springs, Michigan, U.S.A. Crafts, sports. 

Sandra Shepard, age 12. Matthew Road, Niles, 
Michigan, U.S.A. Sports, baking. 

Jack Keith Leach, age 12. 1109 Broadway, Niles, 
Michigan, U.S.A. Ping-pong, baseball, coins, planes. 

Phyllis Cooper, age 13. 1160 Lambert Street, 
Niles, Michigan, U.S.A. Ping-pong, sports. 








Mother, I did them last night. It’s Betty’s 
turn now’? When mother asks you to run 
an errand, do you say, “O.K., Mother, I’m 
coming”? Or do you scowl and exclaim, 
“Just when I get in the middle of an in- 
teresting chapter, you have to call me to 
do something! Can’t I ever have a little 
time to myself?” Are you always kind to 
your mother? 

We have teachers, too, who would appre- 
ciate our kindness. At school, when things 
go “against the grain” do you “blow off 
steam”? Do you tell your classmates what a 
grouchy old teacher Mr. X has become? 
Do you pout and answer him sharply? 

Sabbath school leaders and teachers are 
working for the Lord. They are doing their 
best for each one of you. Do you appreciate 
it, and thank them once in a while for being 
so patient with you? I hope you do, because 
it will make their load so much lighter, 
knowing that you care. 

Your Pathfinder leader is a hard-working 
person who loves you so much that he or 
she spends many hours just planning good 
things for you. Without a leader, there would 
be no club, no Pathfinder fair, no camporee, 
no outings, no field trips. How much we de- 
pend on the Pathfinder leader! 

Yet how many ever take time to thank 
the leader for all he does to hold the club 
together? 
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There are times when the leader finds it 
necessary to go early to the place where the 
Pathfinder fair will be held. Perhaps he 
plans to stay with friends. In order to do 
this and still get all the Pathfinders to the 
fair, he may take a carload of Pathfinders 
with him. The Pathfinders who go early like 
this have a lot of extra fun. They should be 
especially kind and thoughtful, and helpful 
to the leader. They should remember that 
the kind friends at whose house they will be 
staying are putting forth a lot of effort to 
make them comfortable, and it means extra 
work for them. Wouldn't it be terrible if 
the Pathfinders should complain! 

Make yourselves useful while visiting in 
someone’s home. Offer to do the dishes, 
sweep the floor, or dust the furniture. By all 
means be sure to make your own beds! 

On Sabbath you will be visiting in a 
strange Sabbath school. You are not only 
visitors but representatives of your home 
church. So of course, you will find a seat 
quickly, sit down quietly, and stay there 
until Sabbath school is over. 

Sabbath afternoons are long, especially 
when you are in a strange place. How 
thankful your hostess will be if you act like 
true Pathfinders, able to pass the Sabbath 
hours in a quiet, Christlike way, without 
worrying everyone else! Take a walk, play 
some quiet Sabbath games, read to one an- 
other. There are many ways to keep the 
Sabbath holy without needing someone to 
entertain you all the time. 

During a recent Pathfinder fair a group 
of boys went early with one family who 
were planning to visit some relatives. The 
family lived in town, and of course there 
was nothing but the sidewalk for the boys 
to walk on, but they did not complain. They 
spent their time entertaining the children 
in the family where they were staying. They 
were kind and thoughtful of those little ones, 
and they were willing to lend a hand wher- 
ever they could. Of course, they weren't 
perfect, but they behaved as nearly the way 
Pathfinders should behave as they knew 
how. 

A letter came to the Pathfinder leader 
after the fair from the folks where they had 
stayed. It read, “We enjoyed your visit very 
much, and also enjoyed having the boys 
here. They were lots of fun.” 

Their small mistakes were completely hid- 
den by their kindness to everyone. It pays to 
be KIND, 











Are Teachers Human? 
From page 9 


not necessarily with all the modern conven- 
iences, but one that was always orderly and 
fragrant with the aroma of good food. Truly 
a kitchen like that would be the heart of a 
home. 

Miss Barnard taught me much about gra- 
cious living, that tasteful, attractively served 
meals need not cost any more than unappe- 
tizing, careless cooking. Imagination and 
planning play a very important role in cook- 
ing, and I've tried never to forget her many 
precepts. 

Among other things, I learned a new ap- 
preciation of teachers. And when the grades 
were turned in I had passed my home eco- 
nomics course with flying colors. For that ac- 
complishment and the love of cooking that 
remains with me to this day, I give all the 
credit to Miss Barnard, the most wonderful 
teacher I’ve ever known! For when she took 
a lonely, frightened girl into her home. and 
her heart she truly changed my life! 





Donny Tests the Prophets 
From page 3 


“Let’s have a word of prayer, Donny, and 
ask the Lord to help you,” said mother, 
switching off the sewing machine light. 

Donny worked all afternoon on his new 
project. He read everything listed in the 
Index under the heading, “Clothing.” It 
started like this: 

“Clothing, clean 

debilitating effect of too much 
equal distribution of, over body 
for Sabbath use.” 

When he had finished checking all of 
them, he turned over to “Dress.” There were 
so many suggestions there! 

Then he looked up everything he thought 
might be interesting. Some of these he 
couldn’t use, but he was beginning to get 
really interested by now. No wonder daddy 
studied so much when he prepared a sermon! 
But he had to quit after a couple of hours. 
This was his week on K.P., and he had to 
help mother get supper. Then the whole fam- 
ily had to go to the evangelistic service at 
the hall. 


Oita 
ING 


Letting Wisdom Work in My Life 
September 
18. James 3:13 





A real demonstration 


19. Jer. 9:23, 24 Wisdom makes one humble 
20. Prov. 9:8 How do you take rebuke? 
21. Prov. 13:1 How about dad’s instruction? 
22. Ps. 19:7 Believe and be wise 

23. 2 Tim. 3:15 Wisdom that counts 

24. 1 Cor. 1:25 Obtain true wisdom 








The next day, after the string-bean patch 
was weeded and watered, and the lawn 
mowed, Donny began to work again on his 
letter. This was really a job! But what if he 
won? They wouldn’t tell the winners until 
August, and by then Donny would be far 
away with his dad in another evangelistic 
series. Maybe he could find out the winners 
anyway. 

Finally the letter was finished. It wasn’t 
very fancy, but Donny copied it four times 
to make sure it was neat. He finally decided 
simply to list everything he thought should 
be considered in a boy’s clothes. The list was 
quite simple: 

Clean. 

Fits easily, permitting freedom of move- 

ment. 

Gives warmth, protection, comfort. 

Healthful. 

Modest. Simple, but becoming to the 

wearer. 

Good durable quality; not expensive or 

costly. 

Attractive colors, but not gaudy or flashy. 

Serviceable. 

Orderly, neat, and in good taste. 

Without ornamentation. 

Appropriate for the occasion. 

No extremes, but reflect refined taste. 

Should not attract attention or create con- 

troversy. 

Then he wrote a paragraph in which he 
described what he thought a good wardrobe 
would be for a boy his age. He was amazed 

To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


Lesson Theme for the third quarter: "The Path of Obedience" 


X/I11—The New Commandment 


(September 24) 


Memory VERsE: “A new commandment I give 
unto you, That ye love one another; as I have 
loved you, that ye also love one another” (John 
13:34). 

SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read the parable that Jesus told in order to 
teach us who our neighbors are and how to 
show our love for them. You will find it in Luke 
10:25-37. Read the memory verse a few times. 


SUNDAY 
The Scribe’s Question 


Open your Bible to Mark 12. 


The scribes and Pharisees were always trying 
to put questions to Jesus in the hope that He 
could not answer them without embarrassing 
Himself—questions like the one about paying 
tribute to Caesar, for instance. But Jesus was 
always equal to them. One day a scribe came up 
to Him with a new question. You can find what 
this question was, in verse 28. 

The Pharisees and scribes spent a lot of time 
arguing among themselves as to which of the 
commandments was the most important. 

They taught that the first four were more im- 
portant than the last six. This, of course, is not 
so, for all the commandments are of equal im- 
portance. 

The answer that Jesus gave surprised and 
amazed them. Read what He said, in verses 29 
and 31. 

“The first four of the Ten Commandments are 
summed up in the one great precept, ‘Thou shalt 
love the Lord thy God with all thy heart.’ The 
last six are included in the other, ‘Thou shalt 
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love thy neighbour as thyself.’ Both these com- 
mandments are an expression of the principle 
of love. The first cannot be kept and the second 
broken, nor can the second be kept while the 
first is broken.”—The Desire of Ages, p. 607. 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
607, pars. 


TuHInkK! Had you ever thought of the Ten 
Commandments as two great commandments, 
teaching us to love God supremely and our 
neighbors as ourselves? 

Pray to keep the commandments out of love 
for God and others. 


MONDAY 
Jesus Gives a “New” Commandment 


Open your Bible to John 13. 


In the quiet time that Jesus enjoyed with His 
disciples at the Last Supper He spoke again 
about this great principle of love that enables 
us to keep the commandments. Find with what 
words He prepared them for the events that 
were soon to take place, in verse 33. 

When a person expects to die in the near 
future, he leaves a will—a document containing 
his wishes as to how his property is to be dis- 
tributed. Jesus was about to leave His disciples. 
He had no property in the sense of land or build- 
ings, or stocks or valuables or money, but He 
had something of much greater worth to leave 
them if they would accept it. He had divine 
wisdom to give them. He wanted them to under- 
stand that love is the answer to every earthly 
problem. Many times He had been saddened to 
hear sharp words and raised voices among the 
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twelve. They had not yet learned to love one 
another as He loved them. Read His words to 
them, in verses 34 and 35. 

They did not yet understand the tremendous 
power of love, but soon they would see what 
love made their Lord do—how His love made 
Him suffer to save poor, sinful men and women. 
Then they would understand and they, too, 
would be disciples of love, teaching this new 
commandment that makes all other command- 
ments easy to keep. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
679, par. 3. 

Tuink! If you loved God with all your heart, 
would it not be impossible to place some other 
interest before Him, to speak lightly of Him, 
or to break the Sabbath? 

Pray to let His love grow in your heart. 


TUESDAY 
The New Commandment That Is Old 


Open your Bible to Deuteronomy 6. 


The idea that Jesus expressed to His disciples 
about the “new commandment” was a new one 
to them. Because of the teachings of the rabbis 
they had looked upon the commandments as 
stern and difficult to keep, but now Jesus was 
telling them just to love one another. They re- 
membered, too, how He had answered the scribe’s 
question about the greatest commandment by 
telling him that loving God and loving his neigh- 
bor were the two great commandments. 

Yes, it was a new idea to them, but it was 
not a new teaching—just a forgotten one, lost 
under the rubbish of the teaching of the rabbis. 

Moses also had taught that the commandments 
can be kept only by the power of love—but the 
Jews had forgotten this. Read the words Moses 
received from God to give to us, in verses 4-7. 

We do not find it hard to obey those we love. 


Paul met Jesus on the road to Damascus and stopped 
persecuting. Now he loved Jesus and worked for Him. 
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Your love for your father and mother makes 
you want to do the things they ask you, for you 
want to please them and show them your love. 
So if we love God truly, we also shall want to 
obey His commandments, especially when these 
commandments are for our protection. 

“If ye love me, keep my commandments,” 
Jesus says (John 14:15). 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
307 

TuInkK! Do you think of God’s commandments 
as an expression of His love for you? 


Pray to show your love to Him by your obedi- 
ence. 


WEDNESDAY 
Love Goes to Work 


Open your Bible to Luke 10. 

Jesus had said that the world would know 
that His disciples were His by the love they 
showed for one another. When people of the 
world see a home where there is no unkindness, 
no quarreling, no rebellion of the children 
against their parents, no neglecting of the chil- 
dren’s needs by the parents, they say, “There 
is a Christian home.” Christ’s love rules that 
home and makes its members keep His rules. 

To show how we must love and put love to 
work, Jesus told a story one day. It concerned 
two men belonging to two nations that had 
hated each other for centuries. Read the story, 
in verses 30-37. 

The Samaritan was keeping the command- 
ments in the way Jesus taught. Love ruled his 
actions. 

So love is to rule ours. We will not dishonor 
our parents if we love them. We do not steal or 
lie or covet or kill or think impure thoughts 
when we love others. 

‘s For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 


Tuink! Are all your words and actions coming 
from love in your heart for others? 

Pray for God’s love to fill your heart and put 
you to work for the help and happiness of others. 


THURSDAY 


What God’s Love Did for Paul 


Open your Bible to 1 Corinthians 13. 
The chapter you have open before you was 
written under God’s direction by one who had 
learned the new commandment. 

Paul once prided himself on the way he kept 
the law. He had been a Pharisee, and had learned 
and kept the many rules of the scribes. But he 
did not at first love God with all his heart and 
his neighbor as himself. He hated the very name 


of Christ. He used every means to persecute 
His disciples. His actions were regulated by 
hatred. 


Then he met Christ on the road to Damascus, 
and he learned the new commandment. Christ 
became the object of his love. Instead of per- 
secuting the Christians, Paul loved and served 
them. They became his brothers. More than this, 
he loved his one-time-friends-now-enemies, the 
Jews, even though they hated and hunted him. 
“ Paul’s life is an example of how love enables 
us to keep the commandments. 

When he wrote this chapter, he knew by ex- 
perience what he was talking about. Look care- 
fully in verses 4 to 7 and see how many of the 
commandments can be kept when we have 
charity (or love) in our lives. 


For further reading: Thoughts From the 
Mount of Blessing, pp. 53, 54 (1943 ed., pp. 84, 
85). 
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Tuinx! Is love for God and for others softening 
your tongue, and strengthening your hand to do 
right? 

Pray to think of Christ and love Him for what 
He has done for you. 

FRIDAY 


Wuat did Christ say about the “first com- 
mandment”? 

Wuat did Christ say about a “new command- 
ment”? 


UNSCRAMBLE this verse that tells us how to 
show our love to Christ: YE ME MY IF KEEP 
LOVE COMMANDMENTS. 


Wuat story told by Christ illustrates how we 
should show love to our neighbor? 


How does Paul’s life show the way the new 
commandment works in the life? 


For further reading: A. S. Maxwell, The Bible 
Story, vol. 8. pp. 108-111. 
Review the memory verse. 


Donny Tests the Prophets 
From page 19 


that mom and dad had always chosen for him 
just about what he had written down as his 
ideas! 


Six weeks passed before the contest win- 
ners were announced. By then Donny and 
his family had moved for the summer to a 
small town to conduct an evangelistic series. 
There weren't many places where they could 
buy the city paper, but mother said there was 
one at the little public library. Donny de- 
termined to be at the library early August 21 
—yjust in case he won! 


Finally the day came. As soon as breakfast 
was over and the little apartment tidied up, 
Donny’s mother drove him to the library. Of 
course everyone in the family went—mother, 
dad, Mark, and little sister. The library lady 
had just put the paper out when they walked 
in. The news wasn’t on the front page head- 
lines, so five heads began to scan each col- 
umn. One section was missing! Oh, a lady 
had it and was leisurely reading the society 
column. 


“We must not rush her!” whispered 
mother. “Try to relax until she is finished 
with it.” 

At last they got the last section. Up and 
down the columns their eyes scanned. And 
then—there it was! 


CLOTHING MERCHANTS 
ANNOUNCE STUDENT WINNERS 


Donny’s eyes blurred as he tried to read 
the story. But there it was! First prize— 
boys—age 9-11, Donny Dawson! And just 
to be sure there was no error, there was 
Donny’s home address. 

“Oh, Mother, we won! We won! We 
won!” shouted Donny, forgetting he was in 
the library. 

Three weeks later, when Donny was home 
again, he went to “collect.” Each clothing 
store had a different prize, and Donny could 
choose what he wished. The handsome black 
shoes cost $12.98! The new white dress shirt 
was just like dad’s. The dark blue dress 
trousers were altered to fit him by a genuine 
tailor. Don’s eyes widened as he saw the 
price tag on the jacket to match—$22.95. 
Everything was wonderful, wonderful. Bet- 
ter than he had ever dreamed possible. 

“But you know, Mom,” he said as he piled 
the big boxes onto the back seat of the car, 
“I think the best part of all is the lesson I 
have learned. The Lord has given the perfect 
standard for everything—even our clothes. 
Busy store men, who probably don’t know a 
thing about God’s standard, still recognize it 
as the best. I really thank Jesus for helping 
me with all this good counsel.” 

“We all are thankful, Donny,” said mother, 
hugging him quickly. “And it proves again 
the truth of the Scriptures—‘Believe in the 
Lord your God, so shall ye be established; 
believe his prophets, so shall ye prosper.’” 








COVER PICTURE by Kodak High 


School Photo Contest Winner. @ 








Vol. 8, No. 37 


JUNIOR GUIDE 


September 14, 1960 


Editor: LAWRENCE MAXWELL 


Associate Editor: WALTER T. CRANDALL 
Editorial Secretary: JUANITA BYRD 


Subscription rates in U.S., 


one year, eac .25; six months, each 


Consulting Editors: L. A. SKINNER, E. B. HARE, G. M. MATHEWS 


Circulation Manager: R. G. CAMPBELL 


U.S. possessions, and Canada: one year, $5.50; six months, $2.90; in clubs of three or more, 
2.25. Other countries: one year, 


.25; six months, .30; in clubs of 


three or more, one year, each $5.00; six months, — $2.65. In changing address, send both the oid ‘and the new 


address to JUNIOR GUIDE, Washington 12, 


22 { JUNIOR GUIDE 























in beautiful natural-color film- 
| strips, real life stories from God’s 
Holy Word. Elder Dave Olson as he narrates thrilling 

stories of adventure and promise. 


pr The King’s Heralds quartet as they sing 
beautiful gospel songs at the beginning 
and close of each lesson. 


e 
This modern medium of CHILD EVANGE- wule for cilalog 


LISM is an excellent added help in creating 
and holding interest in Story Hours, Cottage 
Meetings, Junior MV Meetings, Branch Sabbath 
Schools, and Vacation Bible Schools. 


) ie This course comes in four complete series of Then 
13 lessons. Combination of filmstrips and tape 


narrations of any one series (13 filmstrips and 
7 double tapes) $59.50. Printed syllabus fur- ORDER FROM YOUR 
nished free. 
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tail was directly connected with his whistle, for 
every time he whistled, his tail would jerk. As you 
may have guessed, this is why he was given the name 
he has. 2. The first thing he had to do when he came 














4. Then he had his spring cleaning to attend to. 
Evidently a lot of trash had accumulated during the 
fall and winter. Some had been washed down the 
hole, some crumbled down by frost and insects, and 
some was rubbish he had left there. 5. He cleaned 














so later when Flickertail came out in 
the morning and whistled there were several answers, 
and he saw some of the other ground squirrels stand- 
ing up on their mounds greeting him. 8. He was 
overjoyed to see them and went over immediately. 
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out of his den in the spring was to look up some of 
his neighbors, for he was a sociable creature. 3. They 
did not appear to be awake yet, so he returned to his 
den where he had a good feed on some of the grain 
he had stored there during the previous summer. 








trance and onto the mound at the opening. 6. Then 
he went to the tunnel he had dug out of his hiberna- 
tion den and packed the earth back into it. He did 
not want to leave his back door open for enemies. 

















What fun they had chasing one another through 
the grass and flowers! They were wild with excite- 
ment and were so much interested in one another 
they even forgot that they had enemies. 9. But a 
prairie falcon on a post heard them. Interesting! 





